London Hotel

WE are staying in an hotel in one of those squares at
the back of Oxford Street You will say that we ought
to have more sense, but we have our excuses. We had
to come up suddenly; the rooms we usually have were
engaged; we were told that this was a good hotel. It
is one of those hotels that like to describe themselves
as quiet places for gentlefolk. They are, I believe, a
distinct type. They have no bands nor dancing nor
cocktail bars; they do not advertise themselves in the
illustrated weeklies; they are not very expensive but
neither are they very cheap; and they maintain, very
firmly and consistently, a fairly high standard of in-
convenience and discomfort. They occupy a .middle
position between those dreary bed-and-breakfast
warrens that are always near the big railway stations,
so that provincial noncomformist parsons may dive
into them five minutes after giving up their tickets,
and those palatial hostels where innumerable page-
boys may be seen flitting above ten-pile carpets, carry-
ing Martinis and the Chicago Tribune, places indeed
that the likes of me only visit in the company of
American publishers. There must be scores of hotels
of this middle kind in London. I have stayed at a
round dozen of them myself, probably more, for I
have never stayed twice at the same one: I am not
such a fool as that; but nevertheless I am fool enough
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